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Forward 


This book uses Delueze and Guatarri's Anti-Oedipus and A Thousand Plateaus 
as source material. The following poems are written by gradually erasing 
the book itself - the remaining text builds this 'poem.' 


The text is left in order of it's appearance in the original work - nothing is 
added and the organization remains the same. 


what a mistake 


a breath of fresh air, 
a relationship with the outside world 


not mere metaphors 


it must be a feeling of endless bliss 


like flowers that breathe 


no longer have any meaning 


if my memory is correct 


the same essential reality 


prolonging it indefinitely 


is tantamount to ending it abruptly 


produced as 
love 
and 
to some horror 


fucking 


once noticed 


it continued to occupy one's mind 


continually producing 


pleasure 


everything stops dead for a moment, everything freezes in place 


allow us to return to nothingness 


streaming over the surface 


the body suffers 


desire desires death 


the proof of an original nothingness 
so many forms of torture 
this repulsion of 
the body 
introduced 
without destroying 


"it's me, and so it's mine..." 


suffering as 


self-enjoyment 


iam by myself, 


in the presence of other people 


every intensity 


endless, dreary 


beyond the usual rational calendar 


and it won't make one bit of difference 


"an undesirable resemblance." 


in myth, tragedy, dream 


a supposed essence 
regardless of whether we do so with love and pity 


or disgustedly spit out the mouthful we have tasted 


having nothing to do with 
an "incurable insufficiency of being," 


an "inability-to-be that is life itself." 


the key to desire (missing in this world). 
is categorized as fantasy 
and 
nothing 
but 


fantasy 


("and then ... and then ... and then ...") 


she thus short-circuits all the connections 


the absence and 


the destruction of desire rather than desire itself 


eyes closed tight, 
nostrils pinched shut, 
ears stopped up 


something is produced 


something that diverts or frustrates the entire process 


a rising sun may suddenly make its appearance 


papa's mustache, 
mama's upraised arm, 
a ribbon, 
a little girl, 
a Cop, 


a shoe 


different alphabets 
plus one or several straws 


and perhaps a corpse 


to "have something left over," 


amid hiatuses and ruptures, 
breakdowns and failures, 
stalling and short circuits, 


distances and fragmentations 


bricks that have been shattered to bits 
so that they may all be glued back together 


in a final totality that awaits us at some future date 


in the dull gray outlines of a dreary, colorless dialectic 


with a completely different theme 


totally contradicting it 


an idealist conception of the partial object 
either to an original whole 
that has existed earlier 
in a primary phase 
or to a whole 
that will eventually appear 


in a final depressive stage 


as a means of assigning agents a place 
and constantly watches the expression 
on his mother's face 


and never forgets it 


in a bizarre sort of box 


painted with bourgeois motifs 


making of it a "dirty little secret," 


the dreary, dirty little secret 


benefited very little from 


having been thus disinfected 


the unending attempt to murder 


the dull thud of instincts hammering 


to do away with this problem once and for all 


we are going to consider 


the history of a long mistake 


an endless repression 


we are calling into question 


the real in itself 


the "impossible real" 


in myth, 
in tragedy, 


in dream 


when it reduces everything to the oedipal scene 


the problem is 
a delirium so rich, 
so differentiated, 


so "divine" 


not one word is retained 


of the girl's fantasy 


"clearly without doubt" 


at once the common lot 


nothing is lacking 


if the unconscious "believes it," 


if there is a mise en scene 


that presides over the organization of the group fantasy 


we must still speak of utopia 


bypassing the sterile parallelism 
in the practice of the cure 
that makes us bend our knees, 
lays us on the couch, 


and makes us remain there 


hopeless, 
disenchanted, 

tired 
a serenity, 


a certitude 


all of this is without consequence 


as the perceived meaning 


so that was what this meant... ." 


the sigh of relief 


all of this meant that 


all history in a new version 


the "contract," the "pact" 


that must cure us of the cure 


the radical innocence of flowers 


according to preference 


each being, or each scene 


let's make do with it, 


too bad if it doesn't suit us 


everything becomes blurred again 


sensuality is doubtless more violent 


since it is forbidden 


that lays the foundations for the possibility 


clearer still 


everything is played out from the start 


a kind of "unsticking" 


in whose name all resignations are justified in advance 


this is the reign of the "either/or" 


"being dead or alive" 


the obliteration of the feminine image 


everything divides, 
but into itself 


it is midnight. 


the rain is beating on the windows 
iam the letter and the pen and the paper 
go ahead, criticize me 
we are extremely tired of those stories 
the crisis is passed on to others, 


and the whole movement starts all over 


again 


a new idea 
a decent criminal 
where the copy ceases to be a copy 
in the same foolishness 
of "truth for all" 
and potentials for development 
half-real, half-imaginary 
clearly visible 
being fucked 
being beaten 
at least in the beginning 
the magical formula 


can be applied to everything 


the molecular multiplicity of desire 
is already 


a fantasy 


capable of hallucinating history 


in an essential relationship 


exceedingly tired of all these stories 
this news takes to bear fruit 


but the message remains basically the same 


it's anything you want it to be, 


so long as it works 


iam careful not to speak 
the word has a moral aftertaste 


("ah, so that's what it was!") 


this has nothing to do with 


an intimate relationship 


the real danger is elsewhere 


the monumental work 

a cultural broth of bad consciousness 

a slandered shallow stream 

a second group of loners, 

of which i am a part 

under the pressure of 

"a perceptual identity" 
the famous "problems of living," 


with the passing of time 


we understand this sentence, 


but can't help finding its tone disturbing 


this formation in isolation 
recognizing the desire 
' $ 
our very own 'malady 
modern man's sickness 


into something as simple as being born 


or dying 
looking at his paintings 
of end-of-the-world catastrophes, 
avalanches, 
and storms 


where the delirium hides 
to be found again here, their meaning changed 


the most confused notion 


a process and not a goal, 


a production and not an expression 


this time totally desert-like 
making it topple into breakdown and disintegration 
the intimate nature of 


any direct relationship 


for it is useless to hit it hard 


as i see it 


so many local fires patiently kindled for a generalized explosion 


great accidents were necessary 


encounters that could have happened elsewhere 


between private property 


and by abstraction 


it haunts them as their terrifying nightmare 
singular, 
ironic, 


and critical 


the circulation of women is not the problem 
for flows are coded 


(see not, speak not) 


the mythologies sing of 
a full body that repels or attracts them 


"when mouth was dead, 
the other parts of the body were consulted to see 


which of them would take charge of the burial... ." 


it is a matter of creating a memory 
an other memory 
a memory of words 
a memory of things 
a memory of signs 
in naked flesh "writing" 
identical with his force and his destiny 
in a language that becomes increasingly 


rapid and distorted 


me, me, me 


sometimes the same man in two situations 


a psychic work of selection 


on one side or the other 


excess and deficiency 
phenomena of lack 


and accumulation 


the unmistakable stamp of time elapsed 


constantly reborn 
without distinguishing characteristics 


where everything divides 


something is produced at a certain moment 
the other mythical 


intense memory 


being lost 
by line a or b 


bearing in mind 


the meaning of "that is why" 


yet it leads to conclusions that 


the problem lies elsewhere 


it is the representative of desire 


the destruction 

and the discovery 
of which hidden struggles 
are brought to light 


for fear of being bewitched 
flows of all sorts 
the ghost is invoked 


something like euthanasia 


and this time it isn't imaginary! 


let us return to 


the structure in fantasy 


an empty position 


we always fall back on 


directed at something other than 
the end of the world, 
the apocalypse 


pushing the wall further way 


but do not know where to place their blame 


everyone could reach an agreement on this point: 


everything is sexual or sex-influenced 


a lively interest in the hypothetical concept of the fetish 


binding them in a system of cruelty 
that is "more real" 


and far from being a mere imitaton 


what is his pain if not a pleasure for the eye that regards it 


not motivated by any idea of revenge 


a magic triangle 
by eliminating every consideration of exchange or interest 
which on both sides turns out to be 

a matter of memory 


a memory straining toward the future 


injury done equals pain to be suffered 
like fate 


knows itself justified to all eternity in its 'work' 


too terrible, too sudden 
that makes desire into 


the death instinct itself 


the eye no longer sees, 


it reads 


no water will ever cleanse 


the great paranoiac king 


the system of terror has replaced the system of cruelty 


and a vengeance exercised in advance 


a "tremendous quantity of freedom" 
and artists' violence 


disappears in the fog of pessimism 


more "mendacious" 
"colder" 


and more "hypocritical" than ever 


this oblivion and this return 
always at a remove 


that springs back and returns stronger than before 


a double error 


in the "head," 


in the "brain" 


the subject that desires and the object of desire 
the hour of bad conscience 


the hour of the greatest cynicism 


in a series that institutes a kind of 


strange menagerie 


something to go beyond 
witnessing a breakdown 
that provoke the laughter 
and ensures the ruin of traditional 


"purchasing power" 


go further, 


"accelerate the process," 


the truth is that we haven't seen anything yet 


like the death of god 


the news of the event is slow to reach us 


in a particular constellation that dissolves 


in order to be replaced by another one 


if i like, 1 will never come back to the same point 


in dreams 


arresting the process 
secondary in spite of everything 
linking desire to a fundamental "yes" 
lack and absence into 


simple fantasy 


decoding doubtless means understanding 
that others use to establish a new terrorism 


intrinsic perversion or essential cynicism 


an unlimited "something"; 
thoughts and ideas 


‘traditional bonds' 


when i hear the word 'desire,' 


i pull out my gun 


a may '68, 
or even stoned hippies, 
angry gays, 
etc. 


in the end, there is no longer anyone but 


a motley painting of everything that has ever been believed 


the myth become tragedy 


or a dream 


yes, 1 


wanted to kill my father 


the dirty little secret, in place of 
being cured 
to the point where it ceases to be the image of an image 


that it harbors and conceals 


the theater of 


desiring-production 


which comes first 
hell, 
or 


a dream 


the initial theme of 
the key myth 

seems to exist mainly 
through having 


this curious indifference 
impossible to derive the first anxiety from the second 
always remaining 


desire defines the cycle 


making it the final eternal cause 


iam not your kind, i belong eternally to the 
escape 
lost in the shuffle 
fleeing, 1 will be looking for a weapon 
possessing 


the soberest of means 


from the accidents and relapses that hinder or interrupt it 
a historic chaos 
fantasy 


unconscious everything 


nothing more than 


nothingness 


purely spiritual 


represent nothing, 
signify nothing, 


mean nothing 


the truth 
fucks 


metaphors 


everything had already been said 


but we always make love with worlds 
only fantasies are truly desired 
what a perverse idea 
in myth, 
in tragedy 
the hero never looks backward 
the active utopia par excellence 
is, in fact, 
private property 
a system of 
images, 


nothing but images 


we are alone with 


our bad conscience and our boredom, 


our life where nothing happens 


nothing left but 
this ideology of lack 


an orphan in the 


sea of proper names 


tracing back the 'memory deaths' 


assuming passive attitude 


demanded, then demanded again 


causing those who no longer believe in anything to continue believing 


but why return to dreams 


the bald hills facing the spectator 
with the void hanging over them 


here is no pessimism here either 


what had to happen happened 


you haven't seen anything yet 


the proccess is not promised 


the cure consists 


of coming undone 


a simple "finding" 


a "finished design" 


parts and pieces of one another 


let's not rush 


a great absence 


with one and the same penalty 


one and the same ridiculous wound for all 


nothing to do with a lack 


everything is possible 


is a matter of indifference 


what is felt in every feeling 


what never ceases and never finishes happening 


an entire culture of guilt 


measuring life against death 


for worse but also for better 
bad conscience has made us sick 


but that is what will cure us! 


sick desire stretches out on the couch 
with no use 


and it's nothing but your wanting to be loved 


is this really the right way to bring on better days? 


clinging to the past 
brought back to reason 
but what is desired is dead, already dead 


to make us forget 


they are not to be explained in terms of any goal or end 
neither an interest nor a purpose 
within the framework of the "dirty little secret." 
having an indifferent value 
a sublime alibi 
that is identified now, at the end, as 


a race for death 


at worst 


i'm the best friend you've got 


glossed over 
lines of escape 
of an infinite maintenance, 


an infinite resignation 


perhaps 


the only incurable is the neurotic 
i'll no longer say me 

properly speaking 

peculiar trajectory 
continuations in the void 

don't take another step 


there is room for doubting 


incomparable loves 


nonfigurative loves 


never heard of it 


a simple utopia 


does not endure the light of day 


the destined moment of its disintegration 


the kind of mise en scene 


revealing the true face of modernity 


the limits of desire 


a poisonous flower 


pouring out one's merciful and pitiful guts 


mercy and pity knowing nothing 


not at all a false rationality 


believe me 


a statement as commonplace as this 


no great 
hopes 
but 


disinterested love: 


this 


is fantastic 


once again we are quite pleased 


since we haven't stopped saying the opposite 


you have no idea whatsoever 


to express is always to sing the glory of god 
to keep the last of the 
dialogue of the dead 
endlessly 


not innocent 


but we're a little lost 


the problem was formulated 
in that fashion 
forced to 


"stand on its own legs" 


protecting 


nothing 


being shaken by phenomena of rupture 
chaos of any kind 
grasping 
conflict between the mouth and the brain 
lips on the breasts 
breasts on the lips 
to speak softly 
being rushed by the line of time 
between 


things and words 


"it is in vain that we say what we see; 


what we see never resides in what we say." 


a crystallization 
produces a passion 
closing the system 


before we lost our voice 


progress 


and panic 


hurried toward 
the coffin-shaped clock 
and pulled the door shut after it 


let people say 


very short phrases that command life 


before it 
carries 


a little death sentence 


in the absence of 

meaning 

we may take 

a stroke of genius from the 


passions of bodies 


content 
when knife cuts flesh 
when a drop of wine falls into water 


turning red 


their reward 

gets us nowhere 
by causal action 
considering 


the other mistake 


there is no use 
to seek a reduction 


without beginning or end 


the essential thing is almost the opposite 


the pure state 
of absolute intensity 
an infinite variation 
of a 


simple scream 


the most natural thing in the world 


and... and... and... 


masterpieces are written in a kind of foreign language 


making language stammer rather than stammering in speech 


when style becomes 
secret 
as opposed to 


creative subtraction 


confined to poets 
not the least harsh 
enterprise of extracting 


orders 
appointing the hour of death 


in the works 


you will never 


understand this 


not a lack 


but a void 


a standard language 


we will return to this question later 


swept up 
does not mean 
"infinitely small" 

and expression 


no long requires cutting edges 


stammering 
overspilling 


even in a "melancholy mirror" 


life must answer 
death 
to extract one 


from the other 


your wife looked at you 


with a funny expression 


the mailman handed you a letter 


and crossed his fingers 


it doesn't matter 


i'm one step ahead 


"i'll get them" 


deception is fundamental to 


the hysteric operation 


everything that was "bad" 
under a curse 
that threatens 


the hysterical crowd of people 


presenting itself 

as both lack and excess 
meaning 

cannibalism 


in a presignifying regime 


expressed more as 


active delusion 


at which point a new proceeding begins 


love and aggression 
fleeing from the face of evil 


more effectively than god had wanted 


turning away on a line of flight 


something worse than death or exile 


a secret project infinitely 
accompanied 

the discovery of new lands 
that would finally be pure 


and represent a new beginning 


god manifests himself through 
the book 


the body of passion 
haunted by the possibility of betrayal 


a deceitful god and an evil genius 
traces 
of subjectification 


for a fetishist 


someone in love 
will do the trick 


it is traceable to a singular quality 


in the end 


you are only obeying yourself 
colder, more extreme 
"i believe, i assume, 1 think..." 
the sweetness of being 
a naked statement 
in the other's mouth 
they have promised themselves to each other 
following the same line that will 


separate them 


there is always a traitor in the making 


you're stealing my thoughts 


drawn toward the black hole of 


selfconsciousness 


carried by the tide toward death 


passion its own end 


its own double 


one become the great lover 


one has to first experience 
the profound wisdom 


of being an utter fool 


sleep, drugs, and 
amorous rapture 


in the other direction 


such a sticky mixture 


turned "schizophrenic" 


stop! 


you're making me tired! 


in order to 


‘stop the world' 


the reality of everyday life is altered 


by a set of circumstances 


abstract 
within itself 
and on the same level 


as the real 


endlessly 
cutting edges 


for example: 


"i love you" 
"i love you" 
"i love you" 
"Ii love you" 
"i love you" 
"Ii love you" 


"i love you" 


you never reach forever 


a limit 
already 


running like a lunatic 


there is nothing more useless 


so sad and dangerous 


where psychoanalysis says 


"stop, find yourself again" 


they take a long time to heal 


now nothing more than 

a metropolis 
managed with a whip 
populated only 
within a landscape 


or an outline 


reproduce 


into redundancy 


whose far end coils around 


subjective destiny 


separating the sky from the waters 


the faces turn away from each other 


dead eyes 

that cross glances 
as ina 

painting 


drawing multiple lines 


renouncing love 


was it possible to do anything else 


the same story 


of involuntary memory 


critical of life 


the words coming out of her mouth 


i mistook it for passion, 


for ecstasy 


alone 


what a horror 


what is in the process of happening is 


happening for the last time 


in order 
for everything to be and remain 


imperceptible forever 


it was 
hidden 
in the past 


the dirty little secret 
of 
"what happened?" 


a motionless voyage 
a catastrophe 
a process of 


breaking down 


when things are going well 


on the other side 


iam speaking literally 


it's no use talking 


it doesn't work 


between 
the empty form of 
"what happened?" 


we 
see 


everything tumbling down 


however 


he still carries 


"a hundred pounds of love" 


we destroyed 

ourselves 

but 

i never thought we destroyed 


each other 


forever 
being drawn 
toward 


a new happiness 


repeating 


over and over again 


problems are always like this 


far from being opposites 


are you in a bad mood 
turning to destruction 
like suicide, 


double suicide 


dragging us toward the shades of darkness 


and everlasting nothingness 
how can we poets 


we who have a special affinity for 


the death of others 


cry, 


long live death 


my memory 
is not necessarily 


accurate 


this problem 


is in no way behind us 


ideas do not die 


not that they simply survive 


the dream follows 


a troubling image 


lama 


dark domain of sacrifice 


all we hear about are 


vampires 


a different order than 
a block of becoming 
that takes hold 
of the cat 


mystic or scientific 


a certain number of characteristics 


the cry independent of the population 


a fear worse than annihilation 


merging with nothingness 
stop writing 
suicide by writers 


are explained by these 


unnatural participations 


no personal history 


a 


novel 


a pact with the devil 
like a pressed flower 


that remains just as alive dry 


life and work 
movement and rest 
slowness and speed 


smaller and larger 


a single meaning 
never-ending 
we will seek 


to destroy 


this is not a feeling of 


pity 


you will always find something 
that comes too late 


or too early 


affect in itself 


represents nothing 


"lovemaking" 
pain 
humiliation 
anxiety in masochism 
what a story! 
what a life! 


a cloud forms in the sky like an image in my brain 


indefinite article 
proper name 


infinitive verb 


the work of art must mark 


seconds, tenths and hundredths of seconds 


once and for all 


fugitive beings 
slowness transformed into the breakneck speed of our waiting 
to become master of speeds 


to the rhythm of asthma 


outside the programmed body 


all that is waste, death, and 


kerouac's dream 


eliminate everything that exceeds the moment 


the zigzag of a line 
grasping 
desire 
as 


paranoid outbursts 


cautiousness lacks 


the foundation for caution 


to take and abstain 


an essential part of it 


must ooze out 


the splinter in the flesh 
liberated from 


memory 


klee's gray 
kandisnsky's red 


monet's purple 


a secret 


dies twice 


a 
thousand 
different 


ways 


it should end 
with an obsessive, sober refrain 
in favor of 


a landscape 


the voice is no longer 
that of 


a cosmic power 


we are lost! 


we are saved! 


like a rough sketch of 
a calm and stable 


home 


harmony 
opens the circle a crack 
where the old forces of chaos 


press against it 


between night and days 
starting at the point where 
we are not 


going in circles 


the sun rises 


the sun sets 
we always come back to this "moment" 
the apocalypse 
sung 


from neighborhood to neighborhood 


"goodbye, i'm leaving and i won't look back" 


at the mercy of chance 
it is not surprising that 
this work requires 
the force 
which 
is still lacking 


the artist 
abandons the ambition of 


"knowledge" 


haunted by a 
reproduction that ends up 


reproducing nothing 


to "render visible" 
the idea 


and nothing more 


an act of consistency 
as a poet or 


as an assassin 


our problem 


makes us want to die 


the problem 


is a general one 


like fate 
without reason 
consideration 


or pretext 


the same thing 


as reproducing 
horror 
for 
horror 
no history 
only the power of destruction 
as witnessed 


not only in mythology 


or novel of courtly love 


iam looking for 
a good example 


that is no longer possible to grasp 


we must 
nevertheless 
approach these problems 


as nonspecific violence 


not only a war of 
annihilation 

but 

the present situation 
asa 


new type of enemy 


it can be caught by surprise once, 


but not twice 


from the point of view 
of death 


a Wave 


that cancels itself out 
after a rest, a pause 
it repeats its own ending 


of 


blow-by-blow violence 


always 
that 
bad 


or worse 


you, 
dear viewer, 
who make it 


what it is 


submit to 


utter oblivion 


catastrophe 


killing memory 


the novelty 


pushed to the extreme 


in other words 


the extreme perversion 
forms a 
cosmopolitan 


bond 


it would be absurd to think 
that this 
is not accidental 

but is a consequence 


of change 


what we are talking about is something else 


in the future 
this position 


does not change 


nothing more normal 
to lose oneself 


at close range 


to write 


with short term memory 


where 


there are no more limits 


in the end 


everyone agrees 


